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Summary: Sports and reality collide in the 

office . 


Touchdown 

All Characters copyright of TenThirteen Productions and Chris Carter. 
No infringement intended on any part . . . I like being poor, really... 


Thanks to everyone for the kind wishes and thought s ... and I gotta 
stop believing my own P.R. from these stories... the bruises on my 
wrists are healing nicely, thank you... (wincing slightly) 


Touchdownby Sheryl Martin 

Dana Scully closed the file drawer noisily, hearing the metal on 
metal scream as she turned to rest her back on the tall cabinet. 
Sighing deeply, she stared at Fox Mulder, engrossed in a newspaper. 


A' You know, you could help out here. Some of this paperwork is your 
fault, you know. A" She walked over to his desk, flicking a few shells 
into the wastepaper basket . 

A' The Redskins are in town again... wanna go? I can call up and see 
if theyA*ve got any good tickets left?A" His hazel eyes never lifted 
from the page. Dana rolled her eyes heavenward. 

A' I have never understood this male fascination with football. I 
watched my two brothers and my father and countless men... A" A smirk 
crossed MulderA*s face for a second as he raised his eyebrows. 

A' Stare at the screen like football was the greatest thing in the 
world next to sex. A" She moved back to her own desk, sitting down 
behind the stacks of paper. A'Male bonding rituals still throw me. A" 



A' Scully, football is a time-honoured tradition and ceremony to 
celebrate the true aggressive style of man. A" Fox chomped on a seed. 
A'Nothing that sexual about it anyway... well, not that much. A" 

A' Oh, really?A" Dana smiled sweetly. A' Quarterbacking?A" 

A' Penalty flags. A" He countered. 

A' Spiking in the end zone?A" 

"Tight end." 

"Taking their position on the field..." She lifted an eyebrow. 

A' First down. A" He got up from his desk, walking over to stand in 
front of her, his eyes twinkling with the challenge. 

A' Kickoff . A" 

A' Catching the ball. A" 

A' Tackling the receiver. A" 

A'Penalty flag again, Scully. A" He leaned down, resting his elbows on 
the desk as he grinned. 

A' Long bomb. A" 

A' Second down. A" 

A' Huddle. A" She whispered, watching his eyes widen. 

A' Avoiding the defence. A" 

A' Third down. A" 

A' Time out. A" 

A' Punting . A" 

A' Five yard penalty. A" He moved closer. A' Another penalty, 

Scully ... A" 

A' Fourth down. A" 

A' Ten seconds on the clock... A" 

A' Breaking the defensive line. A" 

A' Touchdown . A" 

She leaned forward, inches from his face. A' Field goal. A" 

A' Ah. . .A" 

A' Kicking the ball right between the upright s ... A" Dana shoved a 
stack of paper into his hands. A' Get to work, Mulder. A" Spinning on 
her heel, she walked out of the office, a wide grin on her face. 



Wincing, he returned to his desk, taking deep breaths. Staring at the 
door, he smiled. 


A' And thatA*s the first half of the game... A" 
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A' The bond that links your true family is not one of blood, but of 
respect and joy in each otherA*s life. Rarely do members of one 
family grow up under the same roof . A"Richard Bach -- A' IllusionsA" 


End 
f ile . 



